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THE SILVER STAIR 


THE sisters born in one strange hour 
Seemed like twin-flowers in their sleep. 

But Thea’s eyes would lift to the hills, 
While ae soul dived into the deep. 


*O Rea! Shun the terrible sea! 
Last night I saw you wandering wild. 
I heard you croon a pagan rune 


As you bathed in the moon like an eldritch 
child. 


*A salt kiss sparkled on your lips, 

A weedy tangle, dripped your hair.’ 
‘Girl! I have spied below the tide | 
And caught a glimpse of the Silver Stair! 


‘Down it winds through barnacled rocks, 
Below the Fangs and the Deadman’s Cave. 
The door is bright in the full moonlight 


That sucks away the nethermost wave. 


[1] 


THE SILVER STAIR 


‘Seven wee moments the stair is drained, 
Seven wee moments to come and go. 
There is time for Death between breath and 
breath; 
Time for Life between ebb and flow. 


“Hold me not, Child! The moon is high, 
I smell the kelp and I hear the call. 
The hazard is brief —oh, spare me grief, 


For this is my moon or never at all! 


“Wed you the lad who seeks my love, 
In the pale garment due his bride. 
But a robe of green and the torque of a queen 


Are mine between the tide and tide. 


‘For you the hills of holy calm; 
A sunlit peace was never for me. 
But years complete hold not the sweet 
Of my crowned desire in a pause of the 


S€d. 


‘So dry your eyes and shut them tight; © 


Moan no litany, sigh no prayer. 


[ 2 ] 


THE SILVER STAIR 


I must be deaf to your voice this night, 
Or I lose the way of the Silver Stair.’ 


Down she flits to the yawning cleft 
Where the lowest slime is cold and wet. 
The purring deep seems heavy with sleep 
As her foot on the glittering grade is set. 


Seven steep steps; oh, spell of wonder! 
Quick, while the gleaming way is dry; 
She has seen her kingdom sparkling under — 


Hark! From the dunes there quavers a cry. 


‘Lord of the hills, oh, save her soul! ’ 
The cave resounds to the prayerful lips. 
A gasp, a shiver, the spread hands quiver; 
On the Silver Stair the light foot slips. 


A deep breath heaves in the turning tide, 
He seems to listen and grow aware. 

With a masterful roar he leaps up the shore, 
And bars the door of the Silver Stair. 


[3] 


GRANDSER 


My Grandser was a fearsome man! 
He died before I came; 
But I have watched my Granny’s face 


That withered at his name. 


And I have spied the scared gaze 
And lips as pale as chalk 
Of slender aunts whose dreams he haunts 


With his terrible sailor-talk. 


Only my Mother always said 
With wistful looks at me— 
“His eyes were blue like the eyes of you,— 


And he ran away to sea!’ 


Oh, the wild sea-thirst in the blood, 
Her rhythm in the heart! 
The mighty urge of the tide’s surge, 


The salty sting and smart! 
[4] 


GRANDSER 


Of course he fled the dull town 
When the magic grew too strong. 

A lad will go, (but a lassie, no. 
She has to bide and long.) 


He sailed thrice over the round world, 
To ports as strange as hell; 
Welter of curious things he saw, 


A thousand haps befell. 


Till he docked at last in the home port, 
And wedded a gentle maid 
With a land grace and a flower face, 


Whom the sea-wind blew afraid. 


Oh, squalls are rough, the combers rough, 
_ And sailors rough as the sea. 


But Grandser was as soft as silk 


To the daughter on his knee; 


Growling her tales of serpents, whales, 
And mermaids green as waves; 
Of tropical girls festooned with pearls; 


Of palms and coraline caves: 


[5] 


GRANDSER 


She did not fear the strange oaths, 
Nor the blue fire of his glance, 

Nor his callous hand. She could understand,— 
And so can I, by chance. 

My Grandser was a fearsome man, 
But a hero to her and to me. 


If I had a son I know he’d run 


Like a brook, away to sea. 


Loa: 


AWAY TO SEA 


* Away to Sea!’ whispered the Brook, 
“I must away!’ 

But the placid ferns breathed —‘ Stay, 

Here in the pure, safe pool 


Where it is calm and cool.’ 


‘Nay! 

I hear the rote,’ cried the Brook, 
‘Weaving, calling! 

To me the sea-gulls tell 

Of the crisp white surf, the long blue swell, 
Heaving, falling. 

How salty-sweet and wide, 

How swift and sly the tide, 

Kissing the far fair isles 


Of the Sea!’ 


‘Ah, bide!’ 
The old tree sighed, 


‘For there is no return, 


eae] 


AWAY TO SEA 


Though you despair and yearn. 
You will go leaping down 

So wild, so hopefully; 
Then caught by the ugly town 
You must toil, grow tame and dull; 
You will be roiled and foul, — 
Until you drown 


Your misery in the Sea.’ 


“I must away!’ shouted the Brook. 
‘The stars know why, 
Who envy from on high 

The restless, happy waves, 

Surging through murmurous caves 
Tuned with old mystery. 

What matter how I go, 

Whether soon, whether slow? 

At last I shall see 

I shall feel and be 


One with great waters; free! 


‘Oh, let me on, let me hasten! 
Seek not to hold or chasten, — 


Roots of a weary tree, 


[ 38 ] 


Away TO SEA 


Dead things that clog my way, 
Sand, stones, stolid and gray. 
There is a will in me 
Nothing can stay, 
That pulls me to the Sea! 
The Sea!’ 


[9] 


THE TEMPTING POLLY 


Cap’n Epa was the first to bring 

Coal from the mines of the British King 

To the self-willed Colony, bound to be 

Like the wind and tide of the New World, 
* free.’ 

And the prettiest schooner in the trade 

Was the Polly N. with her airs like a maid. 


Cap’n Eph loved his little ship. 

The Polly N. knew every rip, 
Channel and current, shoal and rock, 
From Holyhead to Kittery dock. 

And devil a pilot could skin a reef 
Or hurdle a shoal like Cap’n Eph. 


But War began, and the Polly N., 
Captain and crew, seemed jobless then. 
For what could a small trade-schooner do 


Unarmed, with only a two-man crew? 
[ 10 ] 


THe TEMPTING POLLY 


Cap’n Eph spat into the sea. 
‘By Dad! We'll stay afloat!’ says he. 
‘Them Britishers kin keep their coal, 


But let me ketch ’em around my goal!’ 


The Polly N. patrolled the coast, 
Hither and yon, like a fluttering ghost, 
Bearing gossip now and then 


To the Yankee fleet of waiting men. 


In the breezy dawn of an August day, 
Between Owl’s Head and Isle au Haut Bay, 
The Polly N. was sailing light, 

When a British frigate hove in sight; 
Sixty-four guns, sailing fast, 


With the truculent Union Jack at her mast. 


Cap’n Eph set his teeth and grinned, 
And the Polly gave a wink to the wind; 
Then off she shied like a frightened girl, 


With her wake of foam like a streaming curl. 


‘Boom!’ roared a gun from the frigate’s side. 
‘Air ye flirtin’ with Polly?’ the Cap’n cried, 
[ ll ] 


THE TEMPTING POLLY 


“Ye say good day with a damn big gun; 


Well, Polly’s answer is—cut an’ run!’ 


The Polly began her losing race, 

The frigate giving her eager chase; 

Through the Thoroughfare, past the island 
caves, 

Where a million rocks yawned under the 


waves. 


‘Boom!’ growled a gun, and the ball flew 
wide 

Where the Washers were hid by the flooding 
tide. 

‘Boom!’ went another off her bow. 

‘Steady, my lass!’ snarled the Cap’n— 
“Naow!’ 

He steered her course for the Eastern Ear, 


And the crew of the frigate gave a cheer. 


For the bay looked wide where they had her 
now; 
(A child could wade when the tide was low.) 


The Polly N. was sailing light; 
[ 12] 


THE TeEmMptTinc PoLuLy 


Through glassy waves her keel showed white; 
But the frigate plunged like a striding knight. 


Over the reef the schooner slipped; 
Like a dancing maid she lightly tripped, 
Barely grazing twice with her keel, 


In a polka step from toe to heel. 


On came her enemy, gaining fast, 
Sure of his fluttering prey at last. 
“She’s in deep water,’ the Captain cried, 


‘When I catch that spy, I’ll tan his hide!’ 


The tempting Polly bounced away, 
And scuttled into the open bay, 
Then swung about to watch the fun. 


“Boom!” went a close, triumphant gun. 


On the Polly’s deck the white foam flew; 
The Cap’n cursed, and so did the crew. 


But the oaths turned into a Yankee yell, 
And the Cap’n shouted —‘ They’ve got hell!’ 


For the frigate struck on the hidden rip, 


Keeling she lay, a helpless ship, 
[ 13 ] 


THE TEMPTING POLLY 


With Thunder Gulch and the breakers near, 
Gnashing their teeth for all to hear. 


‘Surrender!’ shouted Cap’n Eph, 

‘Ye never kin land from that thar reef. 
T’ll shoot each Jack that drops in a boat, 
I’ve got ye, long as ye keep afloat!’ 


He brandished the musket for all to see, 

And fired a shot nonchalantly, 

Then squinted the sky and scratched his head. 
‘A nor’east storm is brewin’,’ he said, 


‘Next tide I guess ye’ll be drown-ded.’ 


The frigate’s Captain cursed and frowned, — 

But his muttering tars had no mind to be 
drowned. 

He noted the clouds; the ship keeled worse, 


The muttering surf on the reef grew hoarse. 


‘I surrender!’ the message flew. 
Cap’n Eph consulted his crew. 

‘Git into yer boat, then, two by two. 
Two by two [ll let ye row 


To the island yonder; naow then— go!’ 
[ 14 ] 


THe TemptTinG PoLiy 


Two by two they landed there, 

Sulky pair after sulky pair, 

Till the little gray rock wore a lively hue 
With scarlet coats and jackets of blue. 


Then off with the Polly went Cap’n Eph, 
Before the tide should bare the reef. 

By the time the British were missing tea, 
Back with the Colony’s fleet came he, 
And the sixty-four-gun-frigate prize 

Was a lovely sight to the Admiral’s eyes. 


The Admiral grinned; ‘ Well done!’ said he. 
‘By Gad! ’twas good sea-strategy! ’ 
But the Cap’n grinned —‘ Thank my Polly N. 


It takes a lass to cozen the men!’ 


[is] 


RESTLESS 
PORTUGUESE FOLK-SONG 
Oh, why do you tousel your hair, Lad, 
The rusty-gold shock of a rover? 
Oh, why do you sniff at the air, Lad, 
And cast a wild look at the door? 


There is magic abroad, my Mother, to-day, 
A whisper in every hollow. 
There’s a look in the sky that beckons away, 


A message my heart would follow! 


Oh, why will you wander away, Lad, 
And leave the old plow in the furrow? 
Oh, who will now help with the hay, Lad, 
And cheer the old Mother at home? 


There’s a voice in the wind that is calling to 
me, 
A writing upon the river; 
There is salt in the breeze, a murmur of sea, 


That trouble my heart forever! 
[ lo ] 


THALASSIC GAMES 
I 
AFTER the storm; full moon again; full tide. 
Presiding night, and concourse of expectant 
stars. 
The salt arena of the sea flung wide, 
The barrier of the shore, 
Set for the immemorial Thalassic Games, 
Unpassionate, bloodless wars, 


Stupendously played once more. 


What energy and motion, 
What tense excitement, vital eager- 
ness 
Upon the level ocean! 
Stir and stress, 
Tumult and shock and cry, 
Murmur and hush, in a transcendent 
pause; 
Then crash of victory — 


And booming of applause. 
ahi 


THALASSIC GAMES 


II 
See where the chariot-horses seven abreast 
Gallop in thunder down the luminous track, 
Shaking the snowy crest, 
Straining the sinewy limbs, the rippled back; 
Spewing blanched foam from wide and quiv- 
ering lips, 


To spurn with nervous heel the grave of ships. 


Il 
Look there, 
Where high into the air 
Leap white-limbed Amazons! Which shall 
tear 
Her trophy from all heads — 
The moon-bow of a hundred-tinted threads 
Entangled in her fine-spun hair? 


IV 
Dash, graceful runners, up the pebbly beach 
Beyond the furthest mark 
The last fierce tide could reach! 


Faster and faster, clutch into the dark 
[ 18 ] 


THALASSIC GAMES 


With desperate fingers, 
Printing a fresh, unparalleled score 
Upon the waiting and bewildered shore, 


Where your salt token lingers. 


V 

Look further out in the arena now, 

Where the bronzed monstrous shoulder 

Of a titanic champion, braced in power, 

With laboring breath and strain of the discus- 
thrower, 

With sweating hairy breast and dripping brow, 

Heaves up the mountainous burden of the 
deep. 

He hurls the molten weight 

Onward and upward, clean over the terminal 
boulder, 

To the innermost fissure of the island-keep, 


Breaking his record of an ancient date. 


VI 
Now, lithe young waves in swift relay, 
Hurdle the bar, bestride the jagged reef. 


Quick! silver-footed racers of the surf! 
Dali) 


THALASSIC GAMES 


Vault now the granite hazard of the cliff, 
To fall exhausted on the astonished turf, 
Untouched till now by spray, 


Ere your victorious vigor ebbs away. 


VII 

Great green combers wrestle and tumble, 

Pale with the shock of the impact. 

Gripping with arms that ache and thews that 
grumble, 

Crashing together on the trembling ocean 
floor, 

They rise to grapple again and lunge once 
more, 


Unwearied and exuberant in the act. 


VIII 
O multiple and indivisible Sea! 
With your myriad selves contending once 
again. 
Proud athletes of the tide, who never wane, 
Immortal is your beautiful, tireless power, 
Victor and vanquished ever merging 


By a divine, impartial alchemy; 
[ 20 ] 


THALASSIC GAMES 


Ageless endurance, timeless strength resurging 
For your gigantic aims 

At the appointed hour. 

Glorious to view, your old Thalassic Games, 
Played for the imperishable boon, 


Urge and award and mystic crown: the Moon. 


[ 21] 


THE HUT BY THE WEIR 


THE hut abandoned by the sodden weir 
Reflects the moon from dully staring eyes. 

The grimly sagging door, the splintered pier 
Bode mysteries. 


But look! Life crouches on the crumbling 
hearth — 
Though death-in-life maybe. 
For a blue wisp of smoke like a pale wraith 


Floats over the sycamore tree. 


Oh, is it kindled joy or flickering fear 
That keeps the feeble fire alight? 

Is Love enshrined in ragged safety here, 
Or Hate busy to-night? 


Is that a quiver of the rotted floor? 
Was there a shiver of some rusty hinge? 
Horror may stand on tiptoe by the door; 


Despair may creep and cringe. 
[ 22 ] 


Tue Hut sy THE WEIR 


How still it is: if one should hear a ery! 
How chill: if one should glimpse the eye 
of Death | 
Set in that knot-hole! Still the tide crawls by, 


Cursing below its breath, 


[ 23 ] 


ISLAND CANTICLE 


SunpAY on the Island bay. 
Church is very far away, 
Who will help me praise and pray? 


Benedicite. 


Sister Sky and Brother Sea, 
Joyous Green of grass and tree, 
Matin-service make with me, 


Benedicite. 


As the gentle Francis made, 
When his wilding friends he bade, 
And they worshiped unafraid. 


Benedicite. 


Sister Pine will breathe a prayer, 
Soft, no little bird to scare; 
Silent praise the Rocks can share. 


Benedicite. 
[ 24 ] 


IsLAND CANTICLE 


Baby Squirrel, have no fear. 
‘Holy, Holy, Holy!’ hear, — 
It is Thrush who sings so near. 


Benedicite. 


Cricket, chirp. Wee Sparrow, whistle. 
Honey Bee upon the thistle 
Hum the verses of your missal. 


Benedicite. 


Spiny Fish and staring Bunny, 
He who made you quaint and funny 
Bars none from the ceremony. 


Benedicite. 


Happy creatures one and all, 
Nothing is too gay or small; 
Joy is God’s own canticle. 


Benedicite. 


Beautiful and dear to see, 
Sister Everything, with me 
Sing His praise in holy glee. 
Benedicite. 
[ 25 ] 


THE HIGH WOODSY ISLE 


WueEn I was there I grew as a part of it, 
Breathing its beauty as simply as air; 
Drawing new life from the generous heart 

of it, 


Taking it thankless; when I was there. 


Out of the sea, the glorious height of it, 
Buoyant and soaring, tree after tree; 
Cavern and buttress —the gray-granite might 
of it, 
Braced to the breakers out of the sea. 


Through a green maze, the delicate paths 
of it, 

Checkered with fancy and dreamy with 
haze; 

Sand-pool and rock-pool, the magical baths 
of it, 


Set with a rainbow through a green maze. 
[ 26 ] 


Tue Hicu Woopsy Ise 


Now I am far, the bothering spell of it! 
I know where the secret wild treasuries are, 
Oh, for the salty-sweet balsamy smell of it, 


Oh, for its green peace, now I am far! 


[ 27 J 


GODIVA 


THE lonely Isle rides silent on the sea. 
Her great gray charger, gentle and aware 
Of the sweet burden trusted to his care 
Curvets and shakes the foamy bridle free. 
The moonlight haloes in pale dignity 

Her cool slim beauty, innocently bare, 
Veiled in the fragrant masses of her hair, 


The interwoven green of many a tree. 


Through the bright windows of the ocean 
dome 

No curious gazers goggle. Nothing stirs 

Of all created life; the night is hers. 

Even the merry Mermen bide at home, 

Cast down their loyal eyes and try to sleep. 

Only the winking lighthouse dares to peep. 


[ 28 ] 


THE CAVE 


Fioor of porphyry strewn with pearl, 
Wall of mauve enameling; 
Here is the cave where the gray Sea King 
Shrines an ivory ocean girl, 
With jade-green hair and beryl eyes 
Set with ancient mysteries, 


Under a reef where the combers curl. 


In the dripping crannies sea-toys cling; 
Living blooms of amethyst, fawn, 
Scarlet and chrome on the emerald lawn, 
Palpitate to the ebb and flow, 
From tide to tide, from dawn to dawn, 
Marking the sea-time, 
Keeping the sea-rhyme, 


Quick in the sun, in the moonlight slow. 


In a purple pool of the grotto hid, 


Lolls the love of the Sea King old, 
[ 29 ] 


THE CAVE 


On a strange, white couch, with a coverlid 
Of lacy foam, and a pillow of gold. 
Gold! What treasure 

By mortal measure! 
Chains and torques and graven beakers 
Battered by the jealous breakers; 
Broad doubloons and pieces of eight, 
Jeweled daggers notched with hate, 
That vainly bought by hardihood 
Rubies red as their price in blood; 
Diamond sparks unquenched by the flood 
Shed a rainbow through the sea 
That the little fish sip thirstily. 


Woe untold for a store of gold! 
What does the brooding sea-maid care? 
Spray caresses her rippled hair, 

Her ageless eyes are hard and cold 
As the glittering heap of gilt and stones, 
Or her strange, white couch of futile 

bones. — 
Yet these were the mansion debonair 


That housed a spirit cruelly brave. 
[ 30 ] 


THE CAVE 


From Scilly Isle to Guayra’s strand, 
From Tripoli to Newfoundland, 

His black flag grinned 

And flapped in the wind, 
Leaving a wake of blood and pain, 
And the moan of souls along the main. 
Lo, he flung a challenge to the wave, 

And bellowed an oath that he would be 

King of the Sea! 


[sj 


THE OLD CLIPPER 


Her Captain is a blackguard, 
Her Mate the Devil’s son. 
Her crew are filthy rounders, 
A cut-throat every one. — 
But she sweeps a royal lady, 
Your heart leaps at the sight, 
For her Builder was a master, 


And every line is right. 


There’s foulness in the hatches 
And mischief in the hold. 
The cabins gray and grimy 
Were once all white and gold. 
Crime washes through the scuppers, 
And curses fill the sails; 
But she takes the combers proudly 


And steers as straight as nails. 


She’s sailing out from Port o’ Death, 


And bound for God-Knows-Where. 
[eae 


THE OLp CLIPPER 


Her men have done their worst to her, 
The rough seas played their share. 

But if she carries sin or slaves 
Or contraband or coal, 

Nothing can spoil the master-dream 
That shaped her perfect whole. 


[ 33 ] 


THE DOOMED FELICITY 
(Launched at Truro, June 3, 1830) 
Tue tall white ship Felicity 
Tempted fate with her joyous name; 
And Captain Robert Oakapple 
Robustly did the same. 


For on his vessel’s launching day 
He met dark omens in the town: 
A woman with an empty pail, 
A parson with a frown. 


And last, the ways broke down! 


Double-crossed ere her course began. 
Oh, long-delayed Felicity, 
How shall he find a crew to man 


The bonny sails across the sea? 


At last; up-anchor with the dawn. 
With all sails set and a fair wind, 


The beauty stood down-channel west, 
[ 34 ] 


THE DoomMeEpD FELICITY 


Leaving the Cornish cliffs behind. 
Then what did the Captain find? 


“One of those long-eared furry things’ 
(A sailor may not safely tell 

The name of it) was brought to light, 
By some mad seaman smuggled well. 


The Mate shall give him hell! 


He wrung its neck and flung it over. 
But muttering of sullen dread 

And prophecies began to hover 
About the Captain’s head. 


Now look! Along each yard and truck 
Ran lightnings of infernal flame. 
‘Saint Elmo’s fire,’ the curséd luck 


That follows fated game. 


‘Turn back! Turn back!’ the sailors cried, 
‘We wil! not sail on a doomed ship.’ 

But Captain Robert Oakapple 
Shook his great fist with iron grip, 


Swore he would make the trip. 
[ 35 | 


THE Doomep FELICITY 


See where a topsail-schooner hails, 
A slaver by her fashion. 

‘Ahoy! Give water! We are dry!’ 
How can a Christian ship deny 


The stranger this small ration? 


Seven lusty bullies leaped aboard, 
Seven pistols swift they drew. 

They beat the Captain to his bunk, 
They bound the Mate and crew, 

Took what they would from chest and trunk, 
From hold and galley, too. 


Six of the lads they haled away, 

So left the ship short-manned, 
With the foul scourge of a foul trade 
Upon the fated vessel laid, 

As if the Devil had planned. 


The seamen sickened one by one, 
And one by one they died. 

An orange fury burned in the sky, 
As grim bales over the side 


Were fed to the yellow tide. 
[ 36 ] 


THE DoomMeEpD FELICITY 


Baffling and puffy the wind grew. 
The glass was falling fast. 
Under reefed topsails the ship flew— 
When whish! from the opposite quarter blew 
A hurricane’s fearful blast, 
Too swift for the crippled, sniveling crew; 


Snapped like a twig each mast. 


The long-boat crushed; two seamen lost; 
The strained ship wallowed low. 
‘She’s sprung a leak! All hands to the 
pumps! ’ 


They saw clear water flow. 


The Captain and his carpenter 
Crept to the hold to find 
Where was the wound in Felicity. 


Was the old man deaf and blind 


To leave wild men behind? 


They shoved away in the jolly-boat, 
All who were quick and sound. 


When the pale Captain came on deck, 
[ 37 ] 


THe Doomep FELIcitry 


One dying tar on the doomed wreck 


Was all Oakapple found. 


‘My ship is sinking. The crew gone. 
The sick man died last night. 
God help us—’ ended the Captain’s log, 
Found in a cask afloat in the fog, 
Picked up off Hatteras Light. 


How brief a course for the fair white ship, 
Ill-named Felicity! 
In two short moons from her launching-day, 
She had dreed her weird, with the Devil to 
pay, 
And sank in the pitiless sea. 


[ 38 ] 


TO A GLOOMY POET 


In vain you call the clippers back, 
The vanished sails of golden years; 

You gaze too close on sodden wrack 
And hulks by rotted piers. 


Only along the sullied shore 
Lie fragments of forgotten dreams, 
Deep waters beckon as before, 


The far horizon gleams. 


The salty beauty bears no trace 
Of all the ships from every coast; 
Wonder awaits but time and place, 


The savour is not lost. 


Launch out upon this wider sea, 

Feel the young urge and cleansing breath, 
The force that owns no mastery, 

And trumpet Life, not Death! 


Leo2 | 


LOW TIDE 


_ Who creeps into the cave 

To spy the crannied secrets darkly hidden, 
And pluck the clinging treasures from their 

beds? 

Who follows on retreating steps unbidden, 
And mocks the ebbing fury of the wave? 
Or impudently treads 
The lowest rippled sand a moment bare, 
To pry into the bashful, rosy pool? You dare? 


Beware! 


Is mortal life secure, 
Or human footing out of bound so sure, 
That wingless you dare climb 
Through treacherous and immemorial 
slime, 
Treading the slippery slope, an oubliette 
before 


The cavern’s ominous door? 
[ 40 ] 


Low TIDE 


Then hark! Bend close your sea-shell of 
an ear. 
Do you not hear 
A hollow growl, a hoarse and sullen roar, 
Below you, or behind you, or before; 
A growing threat that quivers in the air? 
The monster is returning to his lair. 


Beware! 


Coil upon coil he writhes between the stones 
In awful hidden power, 
Faster and faster yet. Are human bones— 
Fragile as any flower — 
Proof against teeth that gnawed the granite 
wall, 
And ground it into pebbles smooth and small? 
Can frantic feet outspeed 
The ancient Terror stealing through the 
weed, 
Who swallows sand and pool and boulder, all 
His salty kingdom, briefly visible? 
A roar, arush. Spume leaps upon your hair. 


Beware! Beware! 
[ 41 ] 


PIRATE TREASURE 


A apy loved a swaggering rover; 
The seven salt seas he voyaged over, 
Bragged of a hoard none could discover, 


Hey! Jolly Roger, O. 


She bloomed in a mansion dull and stately, 

And as to Meeting she walked sedately, 

From the tail of her eye she liked him greatly, 
Hey! Jolly Roger, O. 


Rings in his ears and a red sash wore he, 
He sang her a song and he told her a story; 
‘T’ll make ye Queen of the Ocean!’ swore he, 


Hey! Jolly Roger, O. 


She crept from bed by her sleeping sister; 
By the old gray mill he met and kissed her. 
Blue day dawned before they missed her, 
Hey! Jolly Roger, O. 
[ 42 ] 


PIRATE TREASURE 


And while they prayed her out of Meeting, 
Her wild little heart with bliss was beating, 


As seaward went the lugger fleeting, 


Hey! Jolly Roger, O. 


Choose in haste and repent at leisure; 
A buccaneer life is not all pleasure. 
He set her ashore with a little treasure, 


Hey! Jolly Roger, O. 


Off he sailed where waves were dashing, 

Knives were gleaming, cutlasses clashing, 

And a ship on jagged rocks went crashing, 
Hey! Jolly Roger, O. 


Over his bones the tides are sweeping; 

The only trace of the rover sleeping 

Is what he left in the lady’s keeping, 
Hey! Jolly Roger, O. 


Two hundred years is his name unspoken, 

The secret of his hoard unbroken; 

But a black-browed race wears the pirate’s 
token, — 


Hey! Jolly Roger, O. 
[ 43 ] 


PIRATE TREASURE 


Sea-blue eyes that gleam and glisten, 

Lips that sing—and you like to listen — 

A swaggering song. It might be this one: 
‘Hey! Jolly Roger, O.’ 


[ 44 ] 


IN TUNE 


Eacu tree of the Isle is hung with a hundred 
harps; 

The grass of the field is stretched to a quiver- 
ing key. 

The slow tides wash in rhythm; the waves are 
cymbals that clash; 

The hill is a drum that echoes the boom of 
the bee. 


The clamor of insects, the lyrical bird on the 
spray, 

Are tuned with the laughter of children, the 
lisping of love. 

O vibrating instrument, heart of me, joyously 
play 

Your part in the symphony, soft, so the 


Leader approve! 


[ 45 ] 


BERRIES 


Happy, to be 
Where the meadow slopes unhindered to the 
sea, 
Spiced with sweet fern and bayberry! 
Where tall white fountains of the elder spout 
Their winy promise, and a giddy rout 
Of roses lift their flushed and mischievous 
faces, 
Tempting the salt caresses of the waves. 
Where over murmurous caves 
The shady firs invite to loitering places 
On rugs of trailing yew. 


This were delight enough. But Berries, too! 


What is the subtle spell 

Of raspberry breath? From some ancestral 
hedge, 

By a far forgotten well, 


Some desolate tor by windy ocean’s edge, 
[ 46 ] 


BERRIES 


Float memories of wild moments, dear 
desires, 
Mixed with that fruity smell. 
Perhaps it blends the tang of gipsy fires 
Upon some brambly heath or dingle by the 
road, 
Where Romany lovers wooed. 


I know that it is good! 


Berries like youth, too beautiful to last, — 
No future and no past, 

Fragrant perfection breathing only ‘ Now!’ 
Berries like dewy lips 

Pouting to be desired; yielding with odor- 

ous joy 

To the least touch; too generous to be coy. 
Berries like ruby jewels hung 

Conveniently low 
For eager finger-tips; 
On thread of emerald strung, 


To melt deliciously upon the tongue. 


Berries untouched by any hand but mine, 


A gift straight from the meadow-gods, divine. 
[ 47 ] 


BERRIES 


No coin can buy, no famous hostelry | 

Purvey such fresh unfingered fare for me; 

At no one’s will, by no man’s labor done, 

Gardened by summer, warmed by the gener- 
ous sun, : 

Seasoned with all the memories of race, 

Served in a fair, free space. 


For Berries I give grace! 


[ 48 ] 


PERSPECTIVE 


Upon a narrow, rocky shelf I lie 
Shut from the world, above unmeasured 
sea. 
A spray of yarrow etched against the sky 


Hides easily the mountain-isle from me. 


Close to my sight wee fronds of trailing yew 
The branches of a cedar-forest seem. 

A spider silhouetted on the blue 
Bulks like the inky monster of a dream. 


A great bee booms long thunder in my ear, 
Down from a cloud-capped tower of golden 
rod. 
And I, distraught with loneliness, feel near 
All power and prescience. What if I am 
God? 


40 nt 


TREASURE 


ALL up and down the coast of Maine 
Wherever you may go, 
Old Captain Kidd his treasure hid 


Those many years ago. 


In a kelpy cave beyond the foam, 
Upon a pearly beach, 

Below the cliff in a buried skiff 
Not far beyond your reach; 


In any corner, north or south, 
Along the coast of Maine, 

The tale is told of pirate gold 
That a lucky search may gain. 


Yes! Up and down the littoral, 
From Kittery to Manan, 
The treasure lies for all men’s eyes, 


Hoarded since time began. 
[ 90 ] 


TREASURE — 


Sapphire and amethyst in the sea, 
Jewels on nodding stems, 
Berries like rubies emerald-set, 


And birds like singing gems. 


The tapestry of silent woods, 
Attar of odorous ways, 

Pearly lights and silver nights 
To golden-threaded days. 


Rare quiet fills the little isles, 
Rich peace broods on the shore, 
The ancient, priceless luxuries 


Found seldom any more. 


From far horizon to your feet, 
In wave or sky or grove, 


All up and down the coast of Maine, 
Behold, the Treasure Trove} 


[ ol ] 


FISHERMEN 


He mended nets in the afternoon, 
Whistling a monotonous tune, 

As he glanced with eyes alert and gray 
At the baffling beauty of the bay. 


‘How many folk have fished the sea 
For metaphor and simile, 

Sonnet and ode and ballad, too— 
What is there left for me and you?’ 


I mused aloud and did not know it, 
For I was thinking as a poet. 

He answered after my own wish, - 
But he was thinking I spoke of fish. 


*There’s bigger fry in that Old Sea 
Than ever’s guessed by you or me. 
We haint dreened out a bit of blue, 


And she ain’t worryin’ what we'll do!’ 
[ 92 ] 


FISHERMEN 


There must be truth in what he says, 
As I could prove in several ways, 
If in my line —not this and this— 


I were half as good as he at his. 


[ 53 ] 


SPRUCES 


LITTLE green spruces 

Are counting on their fingers, 
On a million fingers 

Gemmed with early dew, 
All their fragrant uses, 

Blessed joy that lingers 
Summer time, winter time, 


The whole year through. 


Breathe a million praises, 
Little green chorus! 
Shake your spicy thankfulness 
Through the golden air! 
Everliving phrases 
Echo in and o’er us, 
Telling us our blessedness, 


Urging us to prayer. 
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WILD GRAPE 
Tue Lord Christ hung above my bed, 


A crown of thorns upon His head, 
Like precious blood the lamp burned red. 


Libera me, Domine. 


With herb of grace I strewed the floor, 
Set holy water by the door, 
Its chrism upon my brow I bore. 
Libera me, Domine. 


Because of the grape-flower’s subtle scent, 

Its pagan spell of devilment; 

Dear Christ! With every prayer it blent. 
Libera me, Domine. 


Because the wanton moon was bright, 
I cloaked my casement from the light, 
I locked the door and barred it tight. 


Libera me, Domine. 
{ 97 ] 


WiLp GRAPE 


Cloistered with Eternal Grace, 
Alone with the blessing of God’s face— 
Shut out the spell of the curséd race! 


Libera me, Domine. 


It is the time when they frisk abroad, 
The young desires in a frantic horde. 
I have shut them out, O suffering Lord! 


Libera me, Domine. 


Shut out the wood and the green call, 
Smell of the grape-flower over all. 
Hush, my heart! A wild foot-fall! 


Libera me, Domine. 


I knelt upon the cold, hard floor; 
My head drooped low, my knees were sore.— 
What rattled the latch? What shook the door? 


Libera me, Domine. 


A sudden gust blew on my face, 
Breath of a forbidden place. 
The lamp flared out. For Jesu’s grace! 


Libera.me, Domine. 
[ 58 ] 


Witp GRAPE 


Braced was the door with an iron bar, 
Bolted and knopped with a cross and a star. 
But my heart’s low postern was ajar. 


Libera me, Domine. 


The third cock crew, and night was late; 

I swooned as I felt the hinges grate, 

And something slipped through the postern 
gate. 


Libera me, Domine. 


Evoé! But life was good! 
My wild self leaped in lustihood, 
Off with the gods of the odorous wood... . 


Miserere, Domine. 


The house was dark and cold as stone, 

While over the bed, where the lamp had 
shone, 

The Crucified hung stark and lone. 


Miserere, Domine. 


[ 59 ] 


BROKEN WINGS 


LittTLe brown Thrush, your feathers all awry, 
Limp head and parted bill, 
Shy breast with the mysterious marks no hu- 
man eye 
Had ever seen so near, 
Flung on the pavement here! 
Your clear melodious trill, 

Song of all springs that have made glad again 
The patient earth, quenched in a rush of pain. 
O Beauty wasted, Joy forever dumb; 
Why, why did you come? 


Free to choose all your ways 

Through the untroubled air 

To an enchanted Paradise of summer days, 
Over the springy meadows, spicy leas; 
Offered a shelter by the cordial trees, 

And dew from flower-fingers — 

Why would you flutter where 


The black smoke lingers 
[ 60 ] 


Broken WINGS 


On grimy roof and noisy thoroughfare; 
On the imprisoned park, 
And the great Dome with a strange golden 
glare 


Alluring through the dark? 


Magical voice now mute, 

Tune of a fairy flute, 
You charmed all nature to a holy hush. 
Sweet Thrush! 

Why must you learn what cities do to Wings, 
To the eager heart that beats 

As the wild bird sings; — 
To poets like John Keats? 


[ 61 ] 


AMY LOWELL 
May 12, 1925 

Now she is one with Beauty. She who heard 
The call of loveliness in each rare thing 
Of craft or nature; lilacs, night of spring, 
Feel of warm fur; old volumes crossed and 

blurred, 
The subtlety of sound, the soul of a word; 
Her firelit group in friendly loitering; 
Great tragedy, quick humor; thoughts that 

sing 


In the sweet passion of a bard or bird. 


Now she is strong who faltered not in pain 
From her belovéd task; and joyous she 

Who loved bright youth, eager and fleet again, 
Companioned in a high felicity, 

“Among the Poets’ whom she died to praise. 


Now she is one with Beauty for all days. 


[ 62 ] 


EDWARD MacDOWELL 
A Boy Who Never Grew Up 
LirE was a fairy-tale to which he yearned 
With ever-young delight. His strong, clean 
hand 
Illumined with a dreamer’s magic wand 
Its pages, never soiled nor rudely turned; 
There the enchantment of all color burned 
Taught by the rainbow to a rollicking band 
Of gnomes and elves, his kin of Fairyland, 


Whose secret countersign his love had learned. 


Wild bird and beastie, tree and chuckling 
stream ; 

Cathedral cool or cabin by a spring; 

Gargoyle or saint; the laughter of a friend — 

His soul made harmony of everything, 

This Boy who dwelt in glamour to the end, 

And left the world a heritage of dream. 


‘WING’ 


O tremu.Lous Wing! I feared you could not 
stay 

In any garden, howsoever fair, 

With hedge of thorn about the bright parterre, 

And roses fading even amid the gay 

Inconsequent frolic of our yesterday. 

For brother birds trilled of a sweeter air, 

Your Crescent Moon and Evening Star were 
there, 


A beckoning mystery beyond our play. 


Your golden tiptoe shoes that lightly skimmed 

The trodden clay; your delicate modeling 

Like an exotic bird with plumes undimmed; 

Your lyric heart that could not choose but 
sing, 

Your eager soul with Beauty overbrimmed! — 


I knew you could not stay, O tremulous Wing. 


[ 64 ] 


FOR THE BIRTHDAY OF A NEW 
ENGLAND POET 


THE same salt sea that cradled a dear Isle, 
That washed the Cornish ledges with its 
waves, 
Lapping the inner sand of Devon caves, 


Flooded the Hampton marshes on a while; 


Made the bronze grasses quiver with its tide, 
Seeped through the soil on which your 
little feet 
Would soon be set, and breathed a briny 
sweet 


In your unfurling spirit, there to bide. 


The scent of maythorn hedges, bright with 
dew, 

Of clambering roses over cottage doors, 

Of thymy combes and heathery wild moors 


Is mingled in the native grace of You, 
[ 69 ] 


A New ENGLAND PoeEtT 


In phrase and fancy, O Beloved and Good! 
The same salt tang blows through our 
Yankee pines, 
Our bayberry, sweet-briar and blackberry 
vines; 


New England, loyal to old English blood. 


[ 66 ] 


FOR MOTHER’S EIGHTIETH BIRTHDAY 


September 3, 1923 


Au, for so many precious years 
You’ve gathered pebbles on a beach. 
You brightened them with smiles and tears, 


With love and skill you burnished each; 


Even the colors dim and crude, 
The uncouth shapes of coarser stone— 
Transfiguring substance dull and rude 


To jeweled beauty of your own. 


You wear them like a diadem 
Above your dear and blessed brow, 
And we do honor, counting them, 


And love you more than ever now. 


Take then this carven pebble, Dear, 
The amethyst fruit, the crystal dove; 
A symbol of this Wonder Year, 


With its reward of peace and love. 
oer 


A YOUNG OCTOGENARIAN 


YrEars may weigh heavy like dull lead, 
But his are light, bright gems instead. 
And what a generous treasury 


For younger, envious eyes to see! 


He wears his years like medals hung 
Upon a hero always young. 

Or like the gay plumes of a knight 
Waving undaunted through the fight. 


He shows what boon long life may be; 
Simple and sweet, with gaiety, 
Busy with perennial zest, 


Loving and loyal, brave and blest. 


For nature whom he loves so well, 
Weaves of that love a magic spell. 
The strength of sea and sky and hill 


Enwraps him in its virtue still. 
[ 63 ] 


MOIRA 


SHE was God’s little bird; too rare 

Even for your loving human nest. 
Her playground now is the all-blossomy air 
Where trees of Paradise grow fair. 


Her cote is God’s own breast. 


She was His snowy pigeon sent 

To bring sure token of that place. 
A sweet while was her winsome beauty lent, 
Of Heaven’s most dear perfections blent, 


Marked with the chrism of grace. 


God’s homing carrier, whose bright wings 
On some new blessed quest now roam. 

Her joyous baby spirit soars and sings, 

Growing to still more glorious things, 


Till her Beloved come home. 


[ 69 ] 


CITY MOON 


Over the city canyon 
As over the country lane, 
A white moon rides perfect —~ 


The miracle again! 


Few are the rapt gazers 
Who lift weary eyes 
Out of the grime and welter 


To illumined skies. 


Dazed by the little twinkle - 
Of man-made lights, 

Blind thoughts tarry earthbound 
These magic nights. 


They miss the blest enchantment 
Of her bright symmetry, 
Renewed through dying ages 


For mortality. 
[ 70 ] 


City Moon 


Ah, better known and cherished 
By the bewildered many, 

Is the poor coppery rondure 
Of a tarnished penny. 


[ 71] 


TWILIGHT OF HORSES 
‘Hy-o-to-ho! Heia-ha! Heia-ha! 


Grane, my horse, I greet you again!’ 


(Where are they gone, the beautiful ones, — 
Quivering nostril, velvety flank, 

Generous heart, man’s earliest help? 

Gone with the heroes, gone with the kings, 
Gone with high chivalry into the dust.) 


Grane is this, the marvelous steed? 

A bony old bay, broken and blind! 

Out of what stable, the hell of fine horses, 
Whence did they drag you, pitiful nag, 
Into this scene of magical music? 
‘Heia-to-ho! Heia-ha! Ho ho!’ 

Voice of Brynhilda shouts in your ear. 
Still you have spirit, ancient of hacks; 
Feebly you rear and tug at the bridle, 
Rolling blank eyes and pawing the air, 


Snorting aloud at the Valkyr’s cry. 
[ 72 ] 


TwiLicGHT oF HorskEs 


Fools there are smiling, forgetful of music, 
Pleased with your antics uncomprehended, 
Guessing you fear the doom that awaits. 
Grane, Grane, do you remember 

Golden adventure they never knew? 

Dappled companions who race with the wind, 
Trample the cumulus, bite at the stars? 

Now do you sniff the welter of battle, 
Galloping home with bodies of heroes 





Into Valhalla of triumph immortal? 

Or is it only grass of Kentucky, 

Is it a glorious youth you recall, 

Cheers of the course and pride of your fleet- 
ness, 

Uproar of people, praises and pettings; 


Victory, Victory won for your colours? 


“Grane, my horse, I greet you again.’ 
Near is the end, they lead you away. 
Solemnest harmony changes and flickers, 
Flashes and gleams in flickering trills. 
The pyre is kindled, Loki is laughing; 


The fire, the fire for Grane the faithful! 
Pvoe 


TwILIcGHT oF HorRsEs 


But after the sacrifice rest and refreshment 


For all noble chargers; for tired old drudges. 


(Where are they gone, the beautiful ones? 
The curtain descends on Twilight of Horses.) 


Lian) 


UNDER THE GREAT TENT 


Wuart ages since this huge blue tent 
Housed a bright pageant, all for me. 
Beauty, wonder and merriment 


Passed in untarnished panoply. 


Then I could juggle world and moon, 
Swing airily from the trapeze 
Of sunbeams in the dizzy noon, 


Or pirouette on a taut breeze. 


And once in skirt of spangled rose 
I leaped upon a dragon’s wing, 
Ripped through the snowy hoops of cloud 
And flashed round the horizon’s ring. 


Nature might growl, but still was kind; 
Nothing so ugly but seemed dear. 
Then I had wings and a free mind 


Lost this many a year. 


[ 7 ] 


OPEN SEASON 


Tue wild deer roam happily through secret 
pleasant places, 
Hid in mountain forests of checkered sun 
and shade, 
Deep in mingled fragrance of tangled, un- 
walled spaces, 
Far from the bewilderment and fear that 


man has made. 


Nothing here to fill the innocent with terror: 
Flicker’s flash, hoot of owl, thrush’s trine 
of notes: 
As they nuzzle in the cool spring, crack the 
dappled mirror, 
Nibble spicy bark, and test their horns on 
tough old roots. 


For them are green pavilions of royal tented 
cedars, 


Nurseries of quiet with dripping lullabies. 
[ 76 ] 


OPEN SEASON 


Searlet berries ripen for them, the delicate 
feeders, 
Mushrooms of a hundred tints, joy of lips 


and eyes. 


Graceful hoofs make pathways along the 
fairest valleys, 
Halting on the sheer cliff with a glimpse 
of sea; 
Down aisles of sombre firs, through silvery 
birchen alleys, 
Glens where moss enwraps the mummy of 


many a kingly tree. 


Deer love what we have forfeited; food that 
costs no anguish, 
Nature, silence, free peace, starry roof of 
night. 
Ah, how should we grudge them this and hale 
them forth to languish? 
Ah, how could we butcher such beauty and 
delight? 


a 


A BARGAIN 


Wnuat for an amethyst sea 
And a turquoise sky? 
Blind canyons of misery 


Where pale children cry. 


What for the languorous breath 
Of lemon or lily? 


A tenement reeking of death, 


Crowded and chilly. 


What for a league of greensward 
On the slope of a valley? 

Ten foot of brick yard 
At the end of an alley. 


What for an olive-arched lane 
And friendly bells ringing? 
Din, confusion, and pain, 


Dust choking and clinging. 
[ 73 ] 


A BARGAIN 


Gypsydom, ragged and gay, 
In Eden’s delight, 

Sold for a miserly day 
And a homesick night. 


E797 


THE LUSTRE PITCHER 


SOMETHING lustrous, gleaming pink, 
Peered through a forbidden chink 
Of the old journal, jealously 
Swathing curves that one could see 
Most pitcher-like; temptation staring 


Full in the face of me, wayfaring. 


It was the iridescent blaze 

That caught me first. Then in a phrase 
A human tragedy peeped out, 

Through shy concealment cloaked about. 


She asked if I could show her where 
The Antique Shop was. — Over there? 


The faltering lips, the trembling hand, 
Eyes—how fail to understand? 
Poor little fragile wisp of race, 

With faded beauty in her face, 

Quaint finery on the thin form, 


Never quite fed, never quite warm! 
[ 80 ] 


THe Lustre PITCHER 


Toiling white-lipped up the hill, 

With unshed tears that ached to spill, 
Despite her fine heroic look 

Caught from old portraits in a book — 
Her forbears, builders of a State. 
Last of a dozen lines, too late 
Lingering in a world of change, 

A stock too worn, a code too strange — 
Out of which wind-withered home 

On the bleak mountain had she come, 
In her worn shoes and the hat 


The village boys were sniggering at? 


I gently asked if she would sell 
The lustre I discerned quite well 
Under the thin disguise; for I 


Loved rare old china, and would buy. 


She flushed soft rose, then looked at me 
With keen appraisement; wistfully 

She told the story of her treasure 

In which five generations had found pleasure, 
Since that first Patriot who had signed 


The Declaration, bear in mind! 
[ 81 ] 


Tue Lustre PITCHER 


She paused, and gathered up her slight 
Proud little form to its full height; 

“I can’t think of it in the hand 

Of the wrong folks, you understand — 
Maybe a foreigner, or a Jew! 

But now, I guess you’re Yankee, too? 

It would be safe with you, I think?’ ... 
(But I too am a final link.) 


She bit her lip and her color died. 

“Oh, how the old blood’s spent!’ she sighed. 
And then she told what the Doctor said, 

Of a doom that hung above her head, _ 

And the only slender hope that lay 

Beyond the hills a weary way, 

In the house of pain where pain costs dear; 
So the Past must pay for the Present.— 


* Here!’ 


Tenderly as a mother’s hand 
Might touch her baby’s swaddling band, 
‘Her long frail fingers shakily 


Unveiled the precious shape for me; 
[ 32 ] 


THE Lustre PITCHER 


Stripped the coarse news of to-day 

From its beauty quite away. 

A pitcher all in lustrous rose, 

With graceful ear and delicate nose, 
With no discoloring or crack, 

Nick or blemish, front or back; 

By miracle preserved to show 

The quality of long ago. 

I laughed with pleasure. — Then I cried, 
Leaping hurriedly to her side 

With eager hand held out, in vain. 

Her fingers clutched in a spasm of pain, 
Crumpled and loosed. Then with a crash 


Hope and tradition went to smash. 


I looked at her and she at me; 
‘Well, that’s the end, at least!’ said she. 


[ 83 ] 


WALLS 


Tus is the ancient mansion on a hill, 
Stronghold of privilege and tradition. 

Every corner is angled with reserve, 
Mellowed by gentle voices and suave manners. 
The walls conserved an atmosphere, till now; 
Their duty was to exclude, 

To defy change and vulgar mere convenience. 
The walls! Mellow, suave — they are traitors! 
“Jingle-jangle! Jang! Hello! Hell!’ 

The coarse accent in a rough inquiry 

Tears like a crowbar through soft hangings, 
Into the faded silence, reticent peace. 

The rainbow prisms tremble, 

The Chippendale and lustres shudder, 

The stiff old portraits glower askance. 

How can they be on guard 

If even the ancestral walls betray? 

Pride is horribly ‘in touch,’ 


Linked up with mere humanity; 
[ 34 ] 


WALLS 


All are strung unevenly, unwilling, 


Beads on a cheap, tough chain. 
‘You can get any one anytime, anywhere!’ 


Slender wires have made a breach’ 

Through walls that might as well be down! 

Nay! Without wire enter mysterious waves, 

Pass and repass, crossing and recrossing, 

From Anon. to Ibid. without permission. 

The startled room this moment may be 
crowded 

With loves, ideals, sins and blasphemies 

Of strange and alien folk who have never seen 

But hate and despise all this, and what it 
means; 

Who would pull down all walls. 

Scorn cannot keep them out, nor age: 

Youth would not. 


[ 8 ] 


PRISONED 


TuE eaves of home, though kind and dear, 
Are closing down too low. 
The spaciousness of palace walls 


Would crowd upon me now. 


Dim groining of the silent nave 
Higher than eye can see, 
Shutting the stormy world away, 


Would crush and stifle me. 


But infinite green quietness — 
A moss-cup in the sod— 

Suffices for my gasping soul 
And holds it up to God. 


[ 86 ] 


INLAND SURPRISE 


A THOUSAND miles from the life-giving sea! 
How can the thirsty soul be comforted? 

I gaze almost in dread, 

Knowing from always that it would be so. 
But this I did not know, 


None had previsioned me: 


Tumult of endless waters close at hand, 

Beating a homely rhythm upon the beach, 

The pale scuds flying, 

The shrill, familiar voices of the gray gulls 
flying, 

And dim horizons veiling beyond reach, 


Even of sailor-eyes, mysterious land. 


No gray stone walls, no brine-washed granite 
ledges, 
No sea-veined marsh lapping the russet sedges. 
Oh, for the tarry smell of ships, 
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INLAND SURPRISE 


With vagrant memories of a spicy shore; 
Oh, to breathe salt once more! 
I knew it would be so. 


But this I had no clue to make me know: 


Lagoons of acrid mint, and fathoms deep 

Of sweetness on the clover waves that sweep 

The isles of rich King Honey; billowy leagues 
of green; 

Vineyards—of ancient epic—tide on tide, 

Rippling the level space. 

Hark! Sober seaside echoes, amplified 

By gay un-Puritanic birds 

In wrinkled apple-trees of Yankee mien; 

And new-found kin of the old seafaring race, 

Saying old cordial words 

In the old speech. 


[ 33 ] 


THE GUIDE 


THE wild geese need no compass and no chart 
To find the distant North. 
Bravely the flock wings forth 
Through infinite sky and over trackless sea 
To the cool haven where they all would be, 
Led by infallible magic in the heart. 


The violet has no calendar to tell 

The ritual of the year. 

But when her Day is here 
I know she will fulfill the ancient tryst, 
Donning the sacred veil of amethyst, 


By the gray boulder in the ferny dell. 


They never fail, the patterns far and wide! 
The veery’s measureless tune, 
The punctual tide and moon, 

The bee’s geometry, the beaver’s art. 

Who would maintain his little life apart, 


And fear to lean upon the invisible Guide? 
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GOD’S THRUSH 
Tuis rolls a hoop of melody, 


And that one climbs an ivory stair. 
But the Hermit on his lonely tree 
Makes a golden threefold prayer. 


From his oratory high 
The Trisagion he sings; 

With heart uplifted to the sky 
And reverently folded wings. 


Ineffable harmonics flow, 
Pure rapture blossoms in the tree. 
Rapt chorister of God, you know 
The fairest Mystery of Three. 


[ 90 ] 


THE BIRDS HAVE GONE 
A BLARE of clanging golden light, 


Thunder of endless rolling sea, 
Wild wind-harps, choiring stars by night, 


Eternity, immensity 


Summer upon a giant chord 
Swept us in ecstasy along; 
While little birds twined all abroad 


Their wreaths of unconsidered song. 


But now the artless trills are done, 
Vanished the shadow of frail wings; — 
How empty seem the leagues of sun, 


How still the huge and permanent things. 


[ 91 J 


AUTUMN LEAVES 


BEavutTy of russet and scarlet swirled, 
Crisp brown scraps of parchment curled, 
Veined transparencies, scalloped sheen, 
Little gold fans and arrows of green, — 
Down you flit by twos and threes, 
By scores and clouds from the drowsy trees. 
Dancing there in a giddy round, 
Drifting here to the cordial ground, 
Quiet or sleeping, none of you grieves. 
On a bright and spirited autumn day 
Why should anyone sigh and say — 

‘Dead leaves?’ 


Ho, for the new adventure begun, 
With release from the bough! 
There is wind, there is sun! 
There is hope that builds already for spring. 
Who forever would clutch and cling 
Even upon one beautiful tree? 


Now, little lingerers, now you are free! 
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AuTuMN LEAVES 


Free to flutter and float and fly, 

Each to be quiet at last, and lie 

In a gentle sleep under snow or rain, 

Till spring shall rouse you over again; 

Out of your dust in the fragrant mould, 

Mingled with essences manifold, 

Sap and strength from a quenchless Source, 

Life and love for an endless course. 

Dry leaves, old leaves, tired but glad, 

Who should be frightened, who be sad? 

Off for renascence, none knows how, 

Perhaps to bud on a fairer bough, 

Not a simple green leaf, but a Rose instead. 
No leaves are dead! 


[ 93 ] 


SILHOUETTE 


Out of the dim wood entering a glade 

Of feathery fern, they danced before my eyes 
Dazed with the light, a vision of surprise; 
Green-purfled nymphs disporting unafraid 
About a granite boulder Titan-made, 
Half-buried and immobile, altar-wise, 

Dark with the lichen growth of centuries, 


Save one sheer surface in the sun displayed. 


Then suddenly there moved upon the stone, 

As etched by fairy hands, a silhouette; 

An exquisite slim fern poised there alone. 

Oh, mystery that tangles wisdom yet! 

Which was the Real; — dead rock, green life, 
the naught 

Of shadow-beauty there between them wrought? 


[ 94 ] 


ANCIENT HUMOR 


WE never tire of old fantastic things 

That capture us afresh . . . The little moon 
Who drags the great tide to her over the dune, 
The orchid’s lovely jest, quaint fairy rings, 
A lizard,— that wee dragon without wings, — 
The rainbow snared in a cobweb, robin’s tune, 
Bright domino out of a dull cocoon, 


The drollery of kittens after strings ... 


Nature the wag has many a merry cue 

For keeping hearts awake at the grim play. 

Her whimsy does not change, but to renew 

The elemental spell on simple clay, 

That reached between the gates of flaming 
fears 


To set Eve smiling through her bitter tears. 


[ 95 ] 


YANKEE 


SANDY and sinewy, the Norman strain 

That down long generations still breeds true; 

Eyes keen but humorous, the misty blue 

Sea-borrowed by a line of sailors. Plain 

Of speech but pithy, using now and again 

A phrase the Shakespeare liked or Milton 
knew; 

Eager to buy ‘book learning’ at its due, 

With work unstinted; stubborn, shrewd and 
sane; 

To strangers cold, tabu of Pilgrim days, 

Cautious with Beauty,—-mark of Puritan 
laws. ) 

Spendthrift of Truth, though ‘close’ in lesser 
ways; 


Wary in blood, but reckless for a Cause. 


Though newer kin and older tribes forget, 


Old Uncle Sam in Yankee type was set. 
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THE BEGGAR MAID 


Tue Birch Tree is a beggar maid, 

In scanty silver rags arrayed, 

With never a frock of leafy sheen 

To match the flaunting evergreen. 
Slender and graceful, rosy-skinned 

She shivers in the frosty wind, 

Her beauty lined against blue sky; 
Till King Cophetua comes by, 

Kneels at her feet and round her throws 


A queenly cloak of ermine snows. 


[ 97 ] 


DAHLIA 


No rustic belle in simple frock, 
Or gypsy-bud of fringed allure; 
No changeling in a fairy-smock, 


Or nun in snowy coif, demure. 


Such blending of ineffable dyes 
Caught where the tropic dawns begin! 
Her garment’s delicate mysteries 


Are wrought all-glorious within. 


From waxen tissue, ruffed and quilled, 
In rich rosette and purfled hem, 
With raveling of magic frilled, 
She lifts her stately diadem. 


The wonder of that carcanet, 
With burnished living fold-in-fold! 
Could old Cellini’s skill have set 


Such tracery in gems and gold? 
[ 98 ] 


DAHLIA 


Could any wizard’s master-spell, 
With wand and word, by power unseen, 
Evoke this lovely miracle 


From an enchanted knop of green? 


[ 99 J 
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EXTRA! 


‘Flood and Famine! Sorrows and Sins!’ 
So the daily press begins. 

Most of the printed News is bad, 

Little enough to make us glad. 

But drop the sheet and look around! 

Scan the head-lines on the ground, 

In the trees and on the sod, 


Spaced in the vernal type of Gad! 


‘Extra! Extra! The Catkins sprout! 
Crocuses will soon be out! 

The old brown Lawn wears patches of green! 
The first Bronze Grackle has been seen! 
Spring is coming in fields and woods 

To open the season with fresh bright Goods, 
FREE to Every One! All you Choose! 

Extra! Extra! Read the News!’ 


[ 103 } 


THE PAWNS 


Benotp! A little spear 
Pricking already through the wintry mould! 
Another leafy nondescript; yet more uprear 
Upon the rusty lawns. 
The humble crests of Spring’s first line appear, 
Shivering and yet bold — 
The Pawns! 


Poor nameless weeds that wear 
No badge of beauty or of dignity, 
Being so low and mean, 
Only the dear familiar livery; 
Just green. 


They make the first shy move 
In the old match renewed with every year, 
Of youth and love. 

Joy dawns! 
Prepare your wiles, bright children of the sun. 
On guard, Red King, White Queen! 


The game’s begun! 
[ 104 ] 


THE WIZARD’S DEN 
(Seeds and Bulbs Sold Here) 

TuE shop is just as dusty brown 
As any little store in town. 
The grimy windows show no trace 
Of potent magic in the place, 
No pentagon or swastika, 
No crystal ball or mystic star. . 
There lurks no black cat by the door, 
No glittering circle on the floor 
Surrounds the wizard with his spells, 
The master of sweet miracles; 
Who seems but mortal shape indeed. 
A dull gray man in dull gray tweed. 


In dusty drawer, in dingy box, 

Without precaution of bands or locks, 
In parchment wrappings here are curled 
Glory enough to change the world. 
Amethyst, topaz, tourmaline, 


Ruby, sapphire, emerald green; — 
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THE Wizarp’s DEN 


Jewels to burst from chaffy balls, 

Arras to hang itself on the walls. 

Fairy issue is folded tight 

In bales too small for human sight. 

Dry sticks will turn to wands of bloom, 
Rank cells conceal a rich perfume. 
Beauty for ashes! Water and mould, 
He says, will charm these lumps to gold. 
Here is the den of Alchemy. 

Magic to sell! For your soul, come buy! 


[ 106 ] 


ONE MORE VIOLET 


VIOLETS crowded in a dell! 

I took them, for I loved them well. 
But I spied a beauty tall, 

Quite the bluest of them all, 

With folded leaves and bended head; 
And I thought her low voice said — 
‘Our Father,’ murmuring a prayer. 


I stole away and left her there. 


[ 107 } 


SPENDTHRIFT 


DANDELION, gray in June! 
You have squandered all your gold, 
Playing out the game too soon, 


Ragged, prematurely old. 


While the others prank in green 
Through the revels you have lost, 
You will flit away unseen, 


A wistful, disregarded ghost. 


[108] 


CONSERVATIVE 


THE little path that creeps along 
Between the briers and ferns, 
Intrigues me with its needless twists 


And unexpected turns. 


It pleases me to let it lead; 
Though other ways may be 
More beautiful for wandering, 


Much quicker to the sea. 


I might despise the trodden ground, 
And blaze a new way through 
The tangled, hostile underbrush, 


As venturous farers do. 


Then other footsteps after me 
Might come to follow my way, 
And finally my name might be 


Emblazoned on a highway! 
[ 109 ] 


CONSERVATIVE 


But—I love the feeling of a path 
Worn smooth by unknown feet. 
The human choice companions me 


And makes the going sweet. 


[ 110 ] 


LIKE TREES 


Ir must be grand to be a tall tree, 
Reaching up to Heaven’s blue. 
It must be good to be a small tree, 

Close to fragrant earth and dew. 


Make me pleasant as a tree. 


It would be nice to be a fruit tree, 
Where the children like to climb. 

Or it would suit to be a cute tree, 
Full of toys at Christmas time. 


Make me useful as a tree. 


How fine to be the May Day Queen’s tree, 
Shaking bloom on all below! 

How gay to be an evergreen tree, 
Smiling through the winter snow. 


Make me happy as a tree. 


py 


BIRCH TREE 


Wuart do the marks on the birch tree say, 
Script of black on the silver gray? 
Dashes and dots 
And queer little blots 


Scrawled in a whimsical fairy way. 


I think it’s the secret poetry 

Of the tall white Dryad who lives in the tree; 
Short and long, 
A strange little song, 


Verse like the wind and the water —‘ free.’ 


She will publish it when the spring comes 
round, 
In clean, green, fluttering leaflets bound; 
A song you can hear 
If you have the ear, 


In the whispery, shivery, quivery sound. 


f 112 ] 


AN APPLE SAYS 


It is a pleasant thing to be 
An Apple from an apple-tree! 


All through the winter sharp and chill 

I snuggled down and kept quite still— 

Not very pretty and not very big, 

A little brown bud on a little brown twig. 
Nobody saw how I swelled and grew; 

Until one day when the sky was blue, 

When birds were singing and grass was tender, 
I shook myself all pink and slender, 

And opened my eyes. My heart stood wide, 
I drew all the joy of the world inside 

And kept it close, though winds should blow 


And scatter petals about like snow. 


All through spicy summer weather 
World’s joy and I kept close together. 
Green and fair and round we grew, 


Mellowed with sunshine, juicy with dew; 
arse] 


An APPLE Says 


Fragrant with rich flower-breath, 
Turned red above and gold beneath, 
Burnished with the fragrant fall, 
Ready for high festival. 


Oh, gold and russet, red and amber! 
Dig and burrow, shake and clamber 
Harvest secrets to discover. 

World’s joy is brimming over. 

Take me! Slice me with a knife; 

I yield my secret with my life. 

I wear the delicate faint design 

Of an apple. bloom on this heart of mine; 
Ripe with immortality — 


Little brown seeds to make a tree. 


[ 114 ] 


NANCY’S NOSE 


Nancy has a nose; though tiny, oh, so keen! 
She made a beautiful weather-guide 
Of scented things and green 
On all four sides of the house. She tells 
The way of the wind by fragrant smells. 
When even a breeze tip-toes — 
Nancy knows. 


Nancy has a nose. And to the north she 
planted 
A stocky little balsam-fir - 
To face the storms undaunted. 
So when she sniffs that tree of hers, 
Nancy pulls out her winter furs, 
Because the North wind blows. 
Nancy knows. 


Nancy has a nose. And herbs of every tint 
She set beneath her sunrise window, 


Catnip, balm, and mint. 
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Nancy’s Nose 


Nancy unfolds her wee umbrella 
When pungent kitcheny whiffs foretell her 
The briny East wind Blows. 

Nancy knows. 


Nancy has a nose. So on the southern slope 
She scattered all her delicate seeds 
Of odorous heliotrope. 
Now when pale-purple scents the air, 
Nancy is sure it will be fair, 
Because the South wind blows. 


Nancy knows. 


Nancy has a nose. She planted to the west 
The sweetest blossom of them all, 

The bush she loves the best. 
Now when she breathes fresh briar-rose, 
Smiling she dons her nicest clo’es, 
Because the West wind blows. 


Nancy knows. 


[ 116 ] 


THE ROAD PAST THE DRESSMAKER’S 
HOUSE 


THE road is a broad, flat hem 
Upon the meadow’s gown. 
Or—lI guess it’s a drawing-string 


That gathers up the town. 


Or— maybe a long raw seam 
Frayed into grass and sedges, 
So golden-rod and asters try 


To hide the raveled edges. 


No; the road is a ribbon drawn 
Tightly from coast to coast, 
To keep the friendliness of folks 


From getting loosed and lost. 


The road is like a tear 
In the land from south to north, 
And motor cars like needles go 


Darning back and forth. 
lz} 


THE ALDERS’ SECRET 


Tue Alders have a secret joke, 

Ever renewed for stupid folk. 

Stocky and rough they gaily thrive, 
The raggedest, ruggedest bush alive; 
In waste and pasture far and wide, 


The gamins of the countryside. 


‘What are they good for?’ people say, 
“Why doesn’t some one clear them away, 
To make more room for pretty posies— 
Rue, Ranunculus, and Roses?’ 

Ah, then the Alders snuggle and wriggle, 
Behind their coarse green leaves they giggle, 
Concealing something from all eyes, 


To give these humans a surprise. 


For when the Rue is shriveled and dead, 
When Roses with the summer are fled, 
Ranunculus is slumbering 


In her stout bulb for another spring; 
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THe ALDERS’ SECRET 


When gardens are gloomy and fields are bare, 
When frost has given the leaves a scare — 
Then, laughing Alders all unbidden, 

Flaunt forth the secret they held hidden: 
The cheerful berries, red as blood, 

To brighten the whole neighborhood. 

Then people stare and cry —‘ Oh, see! 
What can these joyous bushes be? 

Who ever saw such precious store? 


I wish there were a million more!’ 


[ 119 ] 


THE WINTER BOG 


OvER the stone wall mossy and gray 
Where the winter sun lies faintly warm, 
A dull brown tangle stretches away, 
Stubble and swamp-land, 
Treacherous damp land, 


Acres of waste on a thrifty farm. 


Who would guess at the treasure stored 
Under the ooze and stalks all bare, 
Wrapped and sealed like a pirate board? 

Secrets eternal, 
Priceless, vernal, 


Does the farmer guess; or knowing, care? 


Ingots of gold invisible 
In the cowslip bulbs; and amethyst gems; 
Countless brown sacks bursting-full 
Of emerald stuff 
In the making, enough 


To jewel all boughs and set all stems. 
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Tue WINTER Boc 


Ruby of orchis; starry crown; 
Velvet and silk in tight, safe bales; 
Lace and fringes, tassel and down; 
Croziers curled, 
Cups empearled, 


Fur of pussy and little cat-tails. 


Every color of spring and fall, 
Summery scent and honey-taste, 
Joy for the warblers’ carnival; 
Hope and singing, 
Little bells ringing — 
Hid in the mud of the bogland ‘ waste.’ 


pale) 


A PASSING ACQUAINTANCE 


A pAsH—a shadow. Here and away, 
A burst of carol, fresh as spray. 

I saw, I heard 

The dear little bird! 


‘What of the mandibles, yellow or red? 

Did you notice a spot on the top of his head? 
Was his tail cut long? 
Cut short was his song? 


‘What does he eat, and where was his nest? 
What was his wife like, how was he dressed? 
Did he warble or trill? 

What shape was his bill? 


“What was his name, and why did he come? 
Where does he live for a winter home? 
Dear me! Please do 


Get the Birds’ Who’s Who.’ 
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A Passinc ACQUAINTANCE 


HIe’s only a passing acquaintance of mine, 
Who tossed me a song on his way to dine, 
But I liked him well... 
I have little to tell. 


[123 ] 


ROBIN THE THIEF 


Rosin, jolly Robin, 
Piping in the wet! 

Once a thief and twice a thief, 
Thrice and thieving yet! 


Once: You stole my cherries 
Hidden in the tree, 
All the rosy lusciousness 


Ripening for me. 


Twice: You stole my sweet dream, 
Set me wide awake, 

Practicing your wild roulades 
At the pale daybreak. 


Thrice: You stole my sulkiness 
At the dreary rain, 
Chirruping so merrily 
That I laughed again. 
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Rosin THE THIEF 
Robin, jolly Robin, 
Tune your thievish lay. 
I'll forgive you all but this— 


Do not steal away! 


[ 125 ] 


INDIAN SECRETS 


I know the nest of the restless swallow, 
I found where strawberries first are red; 
Where mellow honey is hid in a hollow, 
Where the great brown buck his antlers 
shed. 
Oh-ho! I am not wise or tall, 
Little Redskin, slim and small. 


But secret things are known to me. 


Oh-ho! Tee-hee! 


I know why the gummy spruce is weeping, 
I found where the lonely eagle broods; 

I crept where the stealthy lynx was sleeping, 
I spied a bear in a den of the woods! 

The big braves count me little use, 

The squaws still think me a papoose. 

But they have secrets known to me! 


Oh-ho! Tee-hee! 
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PARCHED CORN 
American Indian Song 
LitTLE brown grains, Mon-da-min, 
Hop! Hop! 
Little white flakes, Mon-da-min, 
Pop! Pop! 
Out of the ground the tall stalk grew, 
Out of the top a green plume flew. 
Mon-da-min! Mon-da-min! King of the 
Corn, 
Watch how your magical blooms are 


born. 


Hard as a nut, Mon-da-min, 

Hop! Hop! 
Crisp as the ice, Mon-da-min, 

Pop! Pop! 
Out of the sheath the golden ear, 


Plump and ripe in the fall of the year. 
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PARCHED CORN 
Mon-da-min, Mon-da-min! King of the 
Corn, 


Watch how your magical blooms are 


born. 


Brown as the deer, Mon-da-min, 
Hop! Hop! 
White as the snow, Mon-da-min, 
Pop! Pop! 
Out of the ashes coaxed by heat, 
Comes sweet food for a child to eat. 
Mon-da-min! Mon-da-min! King of the 
Corn, 
Watch how your magical blooms are 
born. 


[ 128 ] 


TREASURE-SONG 


THERE is a pirate treasure! 
(Oh, will you tell me where? 
Where, where? ) 

In a cave, 
By the wave 

That is ever lapping there. 
A chest all bound with brazen bands, 
Hid by Pirates’ stealthy hands, 
All full of pearls like moons, 
And shining gold doubloons! 


I thought I saw it gleaming! 

(Oh, do you see it there? | 

There, there?) 
Pearly-white, 
Goldy-bright, 
A treasure rich and rare! 

The moonshine fell upon the beach; 
The hoard was there within my reach. 
But pearly shells and sand 


Made the glitter in my hand. 
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A RECIPE 


Let’s brew a broth, Melissa, 
To make us strong and well. 

First, take a bone of honesty, 
And cook it for a spell; 

Lean thrift should hang about the bone, 
And fat contentment, too. 

We'll skim the pot, so this shall not 


Make over-rich the brew. 


We'll pare and wash each prejudice, 
And slice it, not too thin; 

We’ll scrape the solid caution, 
And drop that flavor in. 

Experience that makes you cry, 
We'll cut it to the core; 

We need that too for a tasty brew, 


And more—and, more—and more! 


A pinch of salty humor; 


There’s no omitting that! 
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A RECIPE 


A shake of peppery confidence, 

Or the broth will taste but flat. 
Then thicken it with judgment, 

And do not wait too long. 
Serve hot with zeal in a broad ideal. 


This soup should make you strong! 


[ 131 ] 


RELISH 


LIFE is a sandwich, crumb and crust, 


Fat and lean (and a speck of dust). 


Some would cut the crust away, 


(But crusts are good for the teeth, they say). 


And some want jam instead of meat, 
(But there’s no strength in sweet — sweet — 


sweet). 


Some so fear the possible dust 
They can scarcely eat (though they know they 


must). 


But the wisest way is to bite straight through, 


However the sandwich comes to you. 


And you will thrive as you are fed, 


If you trust the Giver of daily bread. 


[ 132 ] 


WORK 


Work! That makes the red blood glow. 
Work! That makes the quick brain grow. 
Plough and hammer, hoe and flails, 
Axe and crowbar, saw and nails— 
A splitter of rails, 


Lincoln was never a snob or a shirk. 


Thank God for Work! 


Toil that binds mankind together, 
Day by day in every weather. 
Pen and distaff, needle and thread, 
Visions of wonder over her head, 
A toiler for bread, 
Joan of Arc was a peasant child 


On whom God smiled. 


Labor that God Himself has blest, 


Honest endeavor that earns good rest. 
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WorkK 


Bench and hammer, nails and cord, 
Hammer and chisel, plane and board — 
Christ our Lord 
Had a Carpenter’s horny hands, 


He understands. 


[ 134 ] 


THE HOUSE 


I’m building me a wonder-house 
Apart from busy ways; 
And there I mean to shelter me 


In gladness all my days. 


The fabric is the love-of-friends, 
Cemented strong and stout, 
With four-square walls of loyalty 


To keep unkindness out. 


The porch is broad, the threshold wide, 
I?ll have no bolt nor bar; 

And for a hospitable sign 
The door shall stand ajar. 


The light of trust and sympathy 
In every nook will shine, 
And laughter like a breeze shall blow 


Through all this house of mine. 
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THE House 


The house will never be completes 
But adding one by one 

The soaring gables builded firm, 
I'll rear it toward the sun, 


Until the turrets pierce the clouds 
And starry cressets wear; 
When angels walk upon the roof, | 


And God comes down the stair. 


[ 136 ] 


PRAISE FOR DUMB CREATURES 


Praise the Lord, for all His little creatures, 
Humble lives that help us to be strong, 
Fish and flesh of dumb and simple natures, 


Feathered fowl who serve Him with asong. 


Praise the Lord, for pastures rich and sunny, 
Warmth of wool and miracle of milk; 
Wealth of wax and sweetness of the honey, 


Creeping worm, the spinner of the silk. 


Praise the Lord, Whose wisdom gave us 
treasure, 
Gentle lives to serve our human ends, 
Servants strong and pets to be our pleasure, 


Loving hearts of loyal little friends. 


[ 137 ] 


ON OPENING A NEW BOOK 


Here’s an adventure! What awaits 
Beyond these closed, mysterious gates? 
Whom shall I meet, where shall I go 

_ Beyond the lovely land I know? 

Above the sky, across the sea? 

What shall I learn and feel and be? 
Open, strange doors, to good or ill! 

I hold my breath a moment still 

Before the magic of your look. 

What will you do to me, O Book? 


[ 138 ] 


FAIRY-FOOT 
GotpiLocks has fairy-feet; 
Tiny marvels, flower-sweet, 
Each one like a creamy rose3 
Five pink petals are the toes. 
Restless as a butterfly, 
Still they flit and flicker by, 
Scarcely bending grass or clover 


That the lassie dances over. 


Kissed they were by Fairy lips 
Softly on the tender tips, 
When the little baby lay 
Blinking at her first bright day. 


‘Oh!’ said a Whisper, ‘ Feet so small, 
You shall never tire at all! 

By the magic kiss you will 

Never stay a moment still. 

Up and down the world you'll go, 


Where you pass delight will grow; 
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Farry—Footr 


Where you come sweet thoughts will follow, 
Like the summer-seeking swallow. 

Fresh and free from all the grime 

Of the ground, its dust and slime, 
Fairy-Feet, go forth and bless 

The world of trampled wickedness! ” 
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JACK O’LANTERN 


Wuere the yellow pumpkins grow, 
When the moon is hanging low, 

With a creep, 

And a peep, 

While the world is all asleep, 
Comes old Jack O’Lantern stealing out 
In the gold October glow. 


He is looking for his head, 
In the empty garden bed, 

Eyes and nose 

Round as O’s, 

And a mouth that will not close. 
With a little light to make him bright, 
And to fill our hearts with dread. 


He’s an empty-head and queer, 
With a weak and silly leer, 
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Jack O’LANTERN 
Far too good 
In his mood 
To be cruel if he could. 


But to please the chap, not tease the chap, 
We pretend we're full of fear! 
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HALLOWE’EN 


Wizarp and witch are out to-night, 


So ho! So ho! 
Over the hills in the pale moonlight, 
So ho! 


Out of the caverns, hark, oh, hark! 
Out of the wood and the shadowy dark, 
Wizard and witch, 
Astride of a switch, 


So ho! 


Across the moon like fluttering bats, 


So ho! So ho! 
Spitting and chattering, sooty cats, 
So ho! 


Snuggle in safety. Hush, oh, hush! 
Over the roof the rioters rush, 
Scattering harms 
With magical charms, 


So ho! 
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HALLOWE’EN 


Cantering over the gallows tree, 
So ho! So ho! 
Cracking their joints in ghoulish glee, 
So ho! 
Echoing horridly, hear, oh, hear! 
Shrieks that curdle the blood with fear! 
Wizards who blight 
And witches in flight, 
So ho! 


[ 144 ] 


PATHS 


Patus up the hillside, down to the sea, 

Over the field to the butternut-tree; 

Smooth to the old house, rough to the new. 
Worn ways are pleasant—and fresh ones, 


too! 


Main-travelled highway; shady alley; 
Wavering byway through the valley; 
Blaze up a mountain, down again; 


Trails through the wilderness hacked with 


pain. 


Brave feet ventured and cleared the road, 
Bleeding, bruised where I walk well-shod. 
Old ways, worn ways, safe and sweet — 


I will make a new way for new feet. 
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SONG OF LATE DAYS 


Any child of earth can sing 

With the mellow voice of spring. 

Every boy and girl can play 

On a summer holiday, 

Fingering the golden flute, 

Or the green and silver lute. 
With an Ah! and an Oh! 
With a Hey nonny! 


Sighing with the plaintive thrush, 

At the fragrant evening hush; 

Bubbling with the robin’s rapture 

Glad of love’s triumphant capture; 

Cooing, trilling with the birds, 

Taught by love the lilting words. 
With an Ah! and an Oh! 
With a Hey nonny! 


But when summer songsters fly, 


Spring and love and youth gone by, 
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Sone oF Late Days 


Shall the world grow dull and sober? 

Pipe for spicy gay October! 

Ripened joy and golden cheer, 

Sing the peace that rounds the year! 
With a Hey! and a Ho! 
Life’s still bonny! 
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THE BOOK OF ME 


I po not know the history that lies 

Beyond the present page; I may not peer 
Further than where one sets the marker here, 
At this day’s chapter. Not with childish eyes 
Shall I anticipate the next surprise, 

Nor flutter through the leaves in hope or fear, 
To learn the story’s end, however near, 


And foil the Author’s loving mysteries. 


There may be pain, unbearable if guessed 

Through waiting hours; but soon forgotten, 
blent 

Into the plot whereby I live and look. 

There must be joy —no story so unblessed 

As to miss that. I trust and am content; 


Until a solemn Finis ends the book. 
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